PINING    SCHOOLBOY                       41
back doggedly and my style exhausted me more rapidly than my opponent. Also I was too short-sighted without my glasses and at an early stage he dotted me on my prominent nose causing it to bleed profusely. So, in the end, covered with gore, and dizzy from his short jabbing punches, I was pronounced the loser.
Readers who have persevered so far will have perceived that we overcame difficulties of discrimination by founding our own magazine and our own cricket club. It seemed, however, that there was nothing to be done in this matter of boxing except to give it up at the earliest possible moment. The same applied to acting, as I discovered from one brief and unconvincing appearance as an aged dotard, my face covered with cotton wool, in an amateur dramatic production.
Nominally I was studying at the City of London College for the matriculation examination, but, privately, I could not see how this fitted in with my other ambitions. If I entered and failed—which seemed highly probable—it would merely put off my entry into journalism for another year. Firm parents might, with benefit to my character, have insisted that I take the examination; I don't know. As it was, when my sixteenth birthday approached, I merely went home and argued it out with Allan. He particularly wanted me to stay on another year, but I demurred and pointed out that it would merely be a year of potential journalistic experience wasted. I succeeded in staving off the matriculation exam., but the issue of whether or not I should continue at the City of London was undecided when the summer holiday of 1918 approached.
The war was in its last, most exciting phases, and manpower at its lowest ebb. Already the Germans were said to be conscripting youths of seventeen. Though I was the most indefatigable student of war among all the boys at school, I did not relish this imminent prospect of physical participation. Nevertheless my patriotism, if dimmed by the stories of horror, misery and mutilation, was not wholly quenched. I volunteered to work on the land in a scheme which had been organised by the Government for public and secondary school boys, I went off to a flax camp